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relinquish them, he recommended ine to sail up to Salora,
and tlience journey to Arta, where I might seek assistance
from Kalio Bey, a Moslem chief, one of the most powerful
and wealthy of the Albanian nobles, and ever faithful to
the Porte.

To Salora I consequently repaired, and the next day
succeeded in reaching Arta: a town once as beautiful as its
site, and famous for its gardens, but now a mass of ruins.
The whole place was razed to the ground, the minaret of
the principal mosque alone untouched; and I shall never
forget the effect of the Muezzin, with his rich, and solemn,
and sonorous voice, calling us to adore God in the midst of
all this human havoc.

I found the Bey of Arta keeping his state, which, not-
withstanding the surrounding desolation, was not con-
temptible, in a tenement which was not much better than
a large shed. He was a handsome, stately man, grave
but not dull, and remarkably mild and bland in his manner.
His polished courtesy might perhaps be ascribed to his
recent imprisonment in Russia, where he was treated with
so much consideration that he mentioned it to me, I had
lived in such complete solitude in Candia, and had there
been so absorbed by passion, that I really was much less
acquainted with Turkish manners than I ought to have
been. I must confess that it was with some awe that, for
the first time in my life, I entered the divan of a great
Turk, and found myself sitting cross-legged on the right
hand of a Bey, smoking an amber-mouthed chiboque,
sipping coffee, and paying him compliments through an in-
terpreter.

There were several guests in the room, chiefly his officers.
They were, as the Albanians in general, finely-shaped men,
with expressive countenances and spare forms. Their
picturesque dress is celebrated; though, to view it with
full effect, it should be seen upon an Albanian. The long